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A HAPPY NEW YEAR
ist January, 1928.
I go into the dining-room, where MM, Raux and Pournin
are already waiting,
MYSELF (to M. Raux): Monsieur le Prefet de Police,
I wish you all happiness and prosperity.
RAUX : Glory and wealth to you, Monsieur Martet,
and Paradise when your days are ended.
MYSELF : Did you go to the wedding of Mile. Chiappe,1
Monsieur le Prefet ? I hear that there were several pretty
little children dressed as pages. . . .
RAUX : Yes, I heard so. It must have been rather
sweet. . . . Oh, Monsieur Martet, if I had had the Cardinal
Archbishop of Paris at the wedding of my daughter, to
what position might I not have aspired! Clemenceau
would never have forgiven me,
POURNIN: AndMandel?
RAUX : They say that he is not going to have it all his
own way at Lesparre.2 How I should love to see him
have a real contest!
MYSELF : But he will certainly be re-elected.
RAUX : By Jove, he must be! What should we do
without Mandel ?
1  Daughter of the present Prefect of Police.
2  In the Gironde.  Handel's constituency.